134                   THOMAS  CAREW

Be fair, though scornful; rather let me find                   55

Thee cruel,, than thus mild and more unkind:

Thy cruelty doth only me defy,

But these dull thoughts thee to thyself deny.

Whether thou mean to barter, or bestow

Thyself, 'tis fit thou thine own value know.                  60

I will not cheat thee of thyself; nor pay

Less for thee than thj art worth; thou shalt not say

That is but brittle glass, which I have found

By strict enquiry a firm diamond.

111 trade with no such Indian fool as sells                    65

Gold, pearls, and precious stones, for beads and bells;

Nor will I take a present from your hand,

Which you or prize not, or not understand.

It not endears your bounty that I do

Esteem your gift, unless you do so too:                         70

You undervalue me, when you bestow

On me what you nor care for, nor yet know.

No, lovely Doris, change thy thoughts, and be

In love first with thyself, and then with me.

You are afflicted that you are not fair,                          75

And I as much tormented that you are.

What I admire you scorn, what I love, hate;

Through different faiths, both share an equal fate:

Fast to the truth, which you renounce, I stick;

I die a martyr, you an heretic.                                      So

TO MY FRIEND G[ILBERT] N[EVILLE?],

FROM  WREST

I BREATHE, sweet Ghib, the temperate air of Wrest,

Where I no more, with raging storms oppressed,

Wear the cold nights out by the banks of Tweed,

On the bleak mountains, where fierce tempests breed,

And everlasting Winter dwells; where mild                   5

Favonius, and the vernal winds exil'd,

Did never spread their wings; but the wild North

Brings sterile fern, thistles, and brambles forth.

Here, steep'd in balmy dew, the pregnant earth

Sends from her teeming womb a flow'ry birth;             10

And, cherished with the warm sun's auick'ning heat,